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	1. Chapter 1

Despite how many times Triple H or Finn or any of his peers told him how much he meant to NXT, Sami maintained a state of constant disbelief until those colossal instances where the crowd was deafening with their cheers. He had waited for so long to announce that he was back, and it felt like a weight had finally been lifted when he was able to shout that live in front of 10,000 people, on something as monumental as NXT's first international tour. After his first match back, he returned backstage and was thrown into a whirlwind of long-awaited praise and congratulations from his peers, from interviewers, and everyone in between. Sami didn't have much time to digest the kind words, as his immediate concern was on Finn's upcoming match against Samoa Joe.

"Please don't die," Sami had begged as Finn readied himself for the cue.

"I won't." Finn didn't sound entirely convincing, and Sami swallowed hard. At first it was Kevin, and now there was an unhinged Samoa Joe out for blood and glory. It was an ugly trend.

Yet somehow, perhaps through some miracle or perhaps due to an actual bargain with actual Satan, Finn survived and he retained the title. Still, he hadn't emerged unscathed, and back at the hotel room he welcomed Sami's bedside manner, the diligent investigation and care of cuts and puncture wounds and making certain that nothing was so deep that it needed a doctor's visit.

"I hate to say if, but after the guys that you've been dealing with lately, I'm always in shock that I don't find something like a huge gaping hole or like a bone sticking out of the skin," Sami mentioned as he concluded his routine, tossing the used cotton balls into a trash bin that he had pulled next to the bed. "You want a backrub?"

"I would commit so many sins for a backrub," Finn replied.

"You wouldn't even be able to get up to accomplish any of them in the first place." Sami placed both thumbs on opposite sides of Finn's spinal column and gently rubbed and stretched the flesh below them in circular motions, and Finn went from tense to completely pliant from his touch.

"You're so good at that," Finn remarked, his voice a little more distant than before, and Sami leaned over to get a look at the side of his face, his eyes struggling to stay open.

"You want me to do your legs as well?" His hands alternated from palm rubs to kneading, now focused on the side of Finn's torso.

"Everywhere. I want to be a big fleshy pile of Silly Putty by the end of this."

"Will I be able to stretch you out and bounce you around and press you against newspaper print?" Sami adjusted his position and slid down so that he was leaning over Finn's left calf, hands flat and pushing towards the feet, always the direction away from the heart.

"You could do that to me if you wanted anyway."

Sami's face felt like a furnace, and a quick glance over at Finn confirmed that he was grinning, clearly proud of his comment; of course, Sami also knew that the suggestion wasn't serious, as Finn had made it very clear that they were on Sami's terms for whatever the next steps as far as intimacy went, if there was to be any at all. Ultimately, it wasn't that Sami didn't want to pursue anything sexual, and being around Finn felt like there was a constant supply of gasoline in his lower abdomen that someone casually tossed a match at. This was all a matter of Sami being able to get comfortable enough with himself that he could confidently know what exactly he wanted or needed, and not what he perceived to be expected of him. Logically, Sami was acutely aware his brain was complicating things that could feel and be good, and as he worked his way further up Finn's legs and kneaded away at his thighs, he could feel his train of thought derail and his pulse quicken.

Stifled moans made it tough for Sami to focus, and he tried to keep himself from working in haste but it was difficult when Finn's thighs flexed under any bit of pressure. Now done with the right thigh, he looked several inches higher and stopped breathing all together. In what felt like a lifetime ago, Sami had done research on muscle massage techniques out of curiosity, and this made him a favorite among people that he worked with when he was able to offer a quick shoulder rub before or after a match. He knew damn well about the many benefits of a gluteus massage.

If there was one anatomical point that made Sami physically weak, it was definitely Finn's ass; that wasn't to speak ill of everything else that Finn had to offer, but Sami couldn't even bring himself to look at that lower backside without needing a few minutes alone to think about everything cruel and terrible in the world so that he could cool off. Now he sat in paralyzed over the fact that he was totally, 100% allowed to touch and even lust over something that he had actively avoided just thinking about for over an entire year. Palms sweaty, he wiped them down on his own pants, steadied his breathing, and reached a hand out.

What was meant to be a gentle press to start the process slipped into a firm grab, and Finn lifted his head up in response, not turning around, but clearly assessing what was going on behind him. Sami, meanwhile, froze in panic and arousal, all traces of confidence gone, and thankful that Finn was quiet. They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, until Finn started to roll onto his back and Sami loosened his grip to let him move.

"Wanna cuddle for a bit?" Finn asked, arms stretched out, and Sami nodded, moved forward and let himself be held. A kiss on the forehead soon transitioned to a kiss on the lips, and it wasn't long before mouths eagerly opened and tongues met, and Sami loved it so much when Finn would smile in the middle of a kiss, the dazed look on his face when they'd break away, and just everything about Finn when they started to make out. It wasn't long before Sami pulled himself on top of Finn, kisses intensifying, and soon after that their hips started slowly grinding together. Lately, Finn had started wearing pants around the household and to bed, something that confused Sami, but right now he was just in his boxer-briefs and Sami could actually feel all of him through the thin layer of cloth that stood between the two of them.

The panting and loud gasps were almost unbearable. Sami opened his eyes to take a quick peek at the view below him, and felt the oxygen supply cut off to his brain when he saw that Finn had discreetly slipped a hand between the both of them, fingers caressing the outline of his own erection.

"Oh...oh _fuck_" Sami choked out, and Finn's eyes shot open, hand now at his side instead of in his lap.

"Are you OK?" Finn asked, face flushed and breathless.

"Y-yeah. I...I...don't laugh, I think I came. Just now."

A grin spread across Finn's face, and Sami sat straight up.

"We didn't even-"

"I know, I'm sorry! Augh, I...you...we've never gone on like that before and-"

"Sami, it's OK! It happens to the best of us. Go get cleaned up, the longer you wait the grosser it'll get and you'll never get it to wash out."

"OK. OK. Yeah, I'll go do that."

Sami got up from the bed, grabbed a pair of pajama pants from his luggage, and then rushed to the bathroom. After he thoroughly washed himself up and changed, he returned to the bed, where Finn also now had a pajama pants on, and laid back.

"Hey, can I ask you something?" Sami asked, as he gestured for Finn to cuddle up to him.

"'Course," Finn replied as he gladly accepted that invitation and sighed contently as a pair of arms wrapped around him.

"Do...you ever think...have you ever touched yourself thinking about me?"

"Would you be weirded out if I said that I had?"

"No, not even a little bit. I...oh god, that's actually kind of hot."

"Is it now?"

"Yeah. I...don't know. I don't...yeah."

"That's an interesting answer."

"Sorry, my brain's struggling a bit right now. Have you really?"

"Yeah, of course I have. Have you with me?"

"I...I've literally had to fight myself off from doing that. I've come very close. You've been responsible for so many cold showers, especially after you started doing the Balor Club entrance."

"Oh, so I'm the perv here, huh?"

"No. Yes. Maybe?"

"But you're the one that gets hot and bothered that I've done it."

"What are you trying to get at?"

"Would you wanna watch some time?"

"Oh god...I…yeah, probably. Would that be OK?"

"Yeah, just not tonight. Not gonna waste that display when you already came."

"I could get hard again!"

"Nah, I'm tired. Maybe another time."

"...I'm sort of hard right now."

"'Night, Sami."


	2. Chapter 2

After the UK tour had concluded, Sami returned to the Florida while Finn remained behind in Ireland to celebrate Christmas with his family. The departure in the airport lobby was bittersweet and frustrating; not out to their co-workers yet, they embraced, but opted to avoid goodbye kisses. On the flight back, Sami curled up next to Bayley, the only person that knew about their newfound relationship and current predicament, and she tried to reassure him that a week and some change wasn't such a long time.

"It just feels like forever," Sami lamented.

"I know, but it's not." Bayley replied and squeezed his arm.

Fortunately, through the miracles of modern technology, it didn't feel so bad when Sami got back home. They made liberal use of Skype and FaceTime on their phones, but no matter how much they saw each other through their screens, it didn't ease how much Sami missed falling asleep together after they had done it for almost two weeks straight. One particular late night, Sami felt himself in what was like a vice grip of loneliness, and desperately wanting to see Finn before he fell asleep, he pressed the FaceTime option and prayed that he wasn't being overbearing despite hearing multiple times that it was OK for him to do this as much as he needed to. There was an unusual delay, and Sami debated hanging up and never calling again. Finally, the video loaded, but Finn's face was not on the screen; instead, Sami could only see what appeared to be a dimly lit room and what looked like tiling.

"Hi Sami! Give me just a sec, I gotta prop this thing up." Finn had answered, his voice echoing.

"Am I interrupting something? I can let you go," Sami offered. There was what sounded like water, and then Finn's smiling face came into view and Sami's heart skipped a beat.

"Nope, just soaking in the tub for a bit after a really long hike. I'm all yours."

A million things went through Sami's head, and in a panic he debated disconnecting the call and making up an excuse about poor reception. Old habits died hard, and adjusting to this new dynamic between the two of them was occasionally challenging after spending a year of not allowing himself to think about things, for example like what was happening right now on his phone's screen.

"Is that safe? Your phone being so close to the water?" Sami inquired, both curious and maybe hoping that Finn would reconsider taking the call.

"Absolutely. I got it coated in some water proof stuff a while ago, works like a charm. You know how forgetful I am sometimes, so I tried to take precautions with my technology. Can't really go into the ocean with it, but if I spill water on it or forget to throw it into a plastic bag before mountain climbing, it'll be fine."

"Yeah, but I don't want to risk you dropping it into the water…"

"It's propped up on the ledge of the tub, you've seen how wide that is. It'll be fine. How're you?"

"Aren't you trying to relax, though? I don't want to bother you if you are." Sami didn't want to look at the phone, worried that Finn would seem annoyed or be frowning, but instead that was a reassuring smile, the same one that he always gave when Sami started to question himself outloud and verge on self-deprecating words.

"Sami, I miss you. I like talking to you, no matter what I'm doing. If you weren't thousands of miles away, I'd invite you in to join me and hold you until the water got cold. And maybe put bubbles on top of your head and give you a fantastic hairstyle that'd rival Xavier's."

"Is it annoying that I'm like this? That I ask stuff like this?"

"No, it's not. I...I don't know how to explain it? I don't want to say it's frustrating, because it's not at all, but I wish that I had the magic words to say that would help you see the way that I see you."

"How's that?"

"That you're lovely and kind-hearted. That you're hardworking and passionate and self-sacrificing. That you're handsome and adorable all at once and that I'm so fucking mad for you that it feels like my heart's gonna leap right out of my chest any moment now." Finn looked away, and Sami couldn't be certain but it looked like there was a bit more color in his cheeks. "And that I really wish that you were here so that I could kiss you."

The moments that always unhinged Sami's now unintentional self-control were the little ones where Finn's calm and collected demeanor slipped, where he wouldn't explicitly admit to being turned on, but had also reached a point where he couldn't deny it either; Sami suspected that he'd never be completely upfront about it, at least until they were to establish something more about comfort zones. The lack of pressure was the best gift that Sami could have ever asked for from a significant other, but there were times that he wish that he had more guidance on how to be forthcoming himself, for those moments where he was consumed by the idea of his smoking-hot model boyfriend was wet and naked and presumably aroused.

Holy shit the temperature of the room just spiked.

"Sami? You OK?" Finn's voice brought him back to reality, and Sami looked back up at the screen, unaware of when he had started to look away in the first place.

"Yeah, sorry. I...I'm kind of trying to absorb everything that you just said." The one downside to video chatting, Sami realized, is that it was considerably more difficult to get lost in thought. "I feel ridiculous because it's only been a couple of days, but I'd literally give everything to be with you right now. Especially for kisses."

"You could have stayed." Finn remarked, then submerged himself a little further in the water. "My family wouldn't have minded, it's already chaos with everyone over for the holidays, one more person wouldn't have made any difference."

"That's a lot to deal with just yet. 'Sides, my family's coming over for a few days, although it sounds more like they want to visit Disney than hang out with me. We'll talk about it next year though, OK?" Sami realized how presumptuous that might have sounded, but they had already admit that they were in love with one another and it wasn't like their relationship was something formed so casually; when Finn nodded and smiled, Sami breathed a sigh of relief. "Anyway, how have scientists not developed some form of teleportation? We have a robot on Mars, but I'd have to get out of bed, drive to the airport, and fly for at least 12 hours before being able to join you."

"Hey, don't knock the Mars Exploration Rover." Finn looked offended and Sami laughed. "'Sides, the water'd be cold at that point."

"Couldn't we just refill the bathtub?" Sami asked, and realized that maybe he had bitten off a bit much, but curiosity had finally started to outweigh his embarrassment, and he could hear the water move from off of the screen.

"Suppose we could. I'm outta bubbles, though, so we'd have to stop by the store first."

"Do we need them?"

"They're vital, Sami. Do you not know proper bath etiquette?"

"I might not be as well versed as you are. Maybe...you could give me a few pointers?" Sami caught the split second that Finn's eyes widened, and he seemed to sink just a little lower, until his chin was just above the water.

"I...I really miss you." Finn said weakly, now having trouble meeting Sami's eyes, and Sami took the opportunity to look down at himself to confirm that the front of his boxers had started to form a tent.

"How much do you miss me?" Sami's voice lowered a notch, which definitely got Finn's attention.

"You know what this sounds like, right? What this is?" Finn inquired, voice slightly hitched and Sami slipped a hand under his waistband at the tonal change.

"Is that OK?" Sami asked, and froze when Finn's lips pursed.

"I don't know if I'm quite comfortable with doing that kind of thing yet. I dunno..."

"Aw fuck, Finn, we don't have to. I'm sorry, I-"

"No, Sami, you're fine. Please don't beat yourself up. I've just never done something like this, never really thought about doing something like this ever, never been in the position to THINK about doing something like this. Can I maybe have more time to think about it? Maybe we can try again later?"

"We don't have to do it ever if you don't want to, I was being stupid, I'm sorry."

"Don't be sorry. I think there's still a part of me that gets freaked out by cameras, 'yknow? But...I don't want to rule anything out, either. This might be something worth considering if one of us gets called up anytime soon."

The last part hit Sami in the gut like a train.

"Oh. Yeah. That." Sami sighed. "Hey, would you be offended if I let you go? I...kinda need to take care of something now."

"Way ahead of you."

"WAIT I thought-"

"Just 'cause I don't want the camera on me doesn't mean I wasn't-"

"FINN."

"You gonna think of me when you have a go at it?" Sami could hear intermittent splashing in the water.

"Fuck, you have no idea."

"I'm sure I do. I love you, Sami. Goodbye."

"I love you, too. Bye."


	3. Chapter 3

On December 25th, Sami had gotten a text message from an unknown number, with a picture attached to it. The sender identified themselves as Finn's sister, and the body of the text read, "My brother wanted me to send this to you. Happy Holidays! XOXO."

Sami pressed on the image to load it, and was delighted by everything contained in it: the Chewbacca costume, the Finn action figure, the Lego kit, the NXT title just hanging out under the tree, his brother wearing the ugly sweater looking far less impressed, and Finn's illuminating smile.

"That's wonderful, thank you for sharing that with me. Happy Holidays to you as well!" Sami replied, then pulled up Finn's contact and sent, "I love you so much, you dork."

"DID YOU SEE?" Came the reply from Finn, followed by, "Oh and I love you too."

"Yeah. I have no words. BTW, does your sister know about us?"

"I told her. I hope that's OK. She thinks that you're sweet and that we're cute together."

"We're pretty cute. And that's very nice of her to say."

"Super cute."

Finn's flight was set to arrive New Years' Eve, and Sami had arrived at the airport several hours early in anticipation. Enzo had invited him out to a party, but Sami declined, unable to focus on anything other than counting down the minutes before he and Finn were back together. He made himself comfortable in a seat near a power outlet and tried to keep busy on his phone. Over time, a few announcements were made over the intercom about the flight the Finn was on being delayed, and Sami had to use all of his will power to not pick at his face or scratch at his arm or pace around the entire lobby.

Finally, at 11:44pm, more than two hours after his flight was originally supposed to arrive, an announcement was made that Finn's plane landed and Sami sprung up and hoovered near the gate. Minutes later, Finn appeared and Sami rushed over to him, arms wide open, and they stayed attached to one another for a while before Finn tiredly mumbled, "Gotta get m'bags, Sami."

"Sure, let's go do that." Sami replied, and they descended a stairwell and waited in the baggage claim. It was mostly quiet with only a few people hanging around, and Finn entwined his fingers with Sami's. A chiming noise broke the otherwise stale atmosphere to alert everyone present that the time was now midnight, and Sami looked over at Finn.

"Happy New Year," he smiled, and Finn tore his gaze away from the conveyor belt and smiled back, then without a word planted a kiss right on Sami's lips.

"Happy New Year." They stared into one another's eyes for a few seconds before Finn's attention turned back to the belt and he exclaimed, "There it is!"

Suitcase now back in Finn's possession, they walked into the parking garage, dropped the luggage off into the trunk of the car, and entered their respective sides of the car. Before Sami even had the opportunity to put the keys in the ignition, Finn grabbed onto him and had half-way dragged him over into the passenger side seat and held on tight, breathing heavy and mouth on Sami's earlobe and neck and any piece of skin accessible. Sami grabbed onto the headrest of Finn's seat to try to get any amount of balance possible, dizzy from the deprivation of oxygen in his lungs and from the blood that once was in his head had now traveled south. At some point, Finn had snuck a hand up under Sami's shirt, and Sami somehow found a moment of clarity to grab Finn's chin and finally brought their lips together.

They both valiantly fought to keep from having to break for air, but basic survival instincts kicked in and both men were gasping heavily, small beads of sweat had started to form on their foreheads. Sami looked around and saw that the windows of the car had completely fogged up, then looked back down at an addled Finn Balor, eyes half-lidded and chest heaving.

"I missed you," Finn panted.

"I missed you, too." Sami responded, shocked that he was even remotely coherent. "Maybe...maybe we should get going, though."

"The garage's practically empty, though." Finn had a positively devilish grin, and Sami pondered this for a moment before he shook his head.

"Nah, we should really get out of here. Don't wanna get in any trouble." Sami pulled himself away, sat back into his seat, and struggled with his seatbelt while Finn watched.

"That wasn't too much, was it?"

"No. Maybe. Not in a bad way, I'm just overwhelmed. Like in a really good way. I don't know how I'm gonna be able to focus on the road, I think I need a minute."

"Is it OK to ask if you'd like some help with that?"

"You're making it worse, stop talking." Sami got the car started, and tried to ignore how uncomfortable his pants were as he held Finn's hand, occasionally squeezing it a little too hard when his thoughts started to spiral and tiny jolts of electricity coursed through his veins. The drive back to Finn's apartment seemed to stretch on for eternity, and Sami was grateful that, other than a hand on the right thigh once in a while, Finn was mostly behaved in the passenger side. As soon as they pulled in and parked, Sami half expected Finn to get fired up again and resume what happened earlier, but he only received a kiss planted on the cheek before the car door opened.

"Hey, can you pop the trunk?" Finn wearily called out, and Sami obliged, exited the car as well, and using the house key that Finn had given him months ago before they had even started this relationship, unlocked the front door and held it open for Finn.

"You know, we can just go to bed. You seem really tired," Sami pointed out as he relieved Finn of his suitcase and carry-on bag and propped them against a wall.

"I'd definitely like to lay down." Finn commented as he removed his coat and tossed it onto the sofa, but there was no hint of cheekiness in his voice.

"Sure, let's do that."

When they entered the bedroom, Finn crashed face first onto the comforter and Sami looked around for a few minutes and felt strangely alien; he had never been in Finn's room before, it was tidy and lacked piles of dirty laundry, there was a humongous snake plant in the corner, and on a nightstand next to a framed photo of his family was the action figure of Sami with the NXT championship belt accompanied by an action figure of Finn, sans body paint.

"I thought my figure was going on your bookshelf to hang out with the other figures," Sami remarked as he sat at the edge of the mattress, and felt a pair of arms wrap around his midsection.

"They're best mates, they get to have a special place on their own."

"Wait, did you do this before you left for Ireland? You must have, you haven't been home in over a month. Finn."

"Sami."

"You did this before you told me how you felt about me. You did this before-"

"Hush up, Sami." Finn withdrew his arms and rolled to the opposite side of the bed, but was followed by Sami and was swiftly apprehended.

"Finn, that's the cutest thing that I've ever...oh my god, Finn."

"No, go away. No more hugs for you. Begone."

"No, I need to hug you forever now. Bayley's got nothing on me."

"Don't tell her that," Finn giggled, back pressed up against Sami as they spooned.

"I wouldn't, I'm not cruel," Sami murmured as he examined Finn's throat and placed his mouth over the jugular vein, lips barely touching the skin and breath warm and heavy.

"Then why're you teasin' me right now?" Finn squirmed, trying desperately to turn around but was stopped as Sami's tongue traced the side of the neck.

"Finn, can I try something?" Sami had now moved north and whispered behind Finn's ear, which caused him to shudder under his grasp.

"Anything. Name it. Please don't stop, though."

"Can I touch you? Like...I don't want you to touch me back."

"You sure about that?"

"Yeah, I really want to. I want to see you, I think it'll help."

"Whatever you need Sa-AH" Finn was cut off by a hand that run up his stomach and chest and a nibbling at his earlobe.

"Can you take your shirt off please?" Sami whispered as he loosened his hold, and Finn wordlessly accommodated then resumed his previous position. With one arm, Sami kept Finn pinned against his body while his free hand explored his torso, restraining every possible time Finn wanted to arch into the pressure and causing him to cry out in frustration multiple times; his mouth busy with the back and side of his neck, tongue and teeth tracing and marking sensitive spots. The skin under Sami's fingertips was so smooth and soft, which provided a delicious juxtaposition to the firm muscles just below that, and he brought his hand back down to gently run fingers against the curve of Finn's hipbones. Sami stopped focusing on Finn's neck and peaked over to look at everything that was in front of him: eyes closed tight, bottom lip bit down on, chest heaving, and a hand tightly gripping onto the comforter.

Right then, the rush of confidence that he had in himself started to suffer a pummeling due to his insecurities, and he felt paralyzed. He didn't deserve this. He didn't know what he was doing. This was a mistake.

"Sami." came Finn's raspy voice, an eye now cracked open and looking back at Sami. "Sami, please...Sami."

"A-are you sure? Finn-"

"Fuck, yes. Sami. Please don't stop. Please-"

Sami took a deep breath, scared shitless and borderline panicky, but so impossibly aroused and desperate, and slipped his fingers past Finn's navel and made contact with the elastic hem of his boxer briefs. Another deep breath, and he fully plunged his hand past the waistband, and settled it onto Finn's erection, already slick with pre-cum, and both men stopped breathing altogether. Unsure of how to proceed and brain now non-functional, Sami started by slowly running his fingers up and down the length of the shaft, just relishing in the texture and heat and how trusting Finn was in this process. After a few minutes, Finn threw his head back into Sami's chest, trying to look back at him.

"Sami, _please_." Finn pleaded, and Sami couldn't even respond with anything other than a nod, all words in all languages forgotten. He withdrew his hand from Finn's pants and fumbled with the button of the jeans for a few seconds before it finally came undone, then pulled down the zipper and Finn wriggled his hips to assist in getting them as far down his legs as possible. As Sami went to pull down the elastic waistband of the boxer-briefs that remained in the way, impulsively grabbed Finn's cock through the fabric and squeezed.

"How badly did you miss me?" He asked, voice low and sultry, unsure how much longer he could keep up this faux-confidence.

"FUCK. SAMI." Finn moaned, on the verge of shouting.

"A little?" Sami inquired, no longer able to keep his voice even as he finally pulled down the boxer-briefs and exposed Finn to cool air, erection now slightly throbbing. "A lot, looks like."

"Yessss." Finn hissed as Sami wrapped his entire hand around his cock and started moving his wrist, stroking at a leisurely pace and occasionally running his thumb over the head. However, Finn didn't seem to care much for the speed that Sami was going, and it wasn't long before he started rocking his hips in a frenzy, and practically fucking Sami's fist. Sami adjusted to match the momentum, and buried his mouth in the hollow of Finn's neck, nipping, kissing, and licking, and getting a symphony of primal noises in response.

When Finn came, it was hard, his body spasming and breathing erratic. They laid still for a while, Sami's hand still attached to Finn and now covered in ejaculate.

"I've never come like that from a handjob." Finn finally spoke, voice shaky. "I don't know where inside of you that part was lurking, but I'd like to become more acquainted with it."

"I don't know, either." Sami responded, then reached over to the nightstand and retrieved a few tissues. "I think I just bullshitted it."

"Well," Finn started as he plucked a tissue from Sami and started to clean his hand off for him, then grabbed another and wiped himself off. "They say that the key to confidence is faking it."

"Maybe." Sami laid on his back, aware that he should wash his hand off but so tired now.

"Tch. Got it on the blanket." Finn yawned, then tossed the tissues into a small wastebin and rolled over to wrap his arms around Sami. "You sure you don't want me to-"

"I would, but I don't think I'm ready yet. I'll be fine."

"Well, when you change your mind, let me know."

Sami yawned and smiled. "Will do."


	4. Chapter 4

Over an entire month had gone by since Finn had brought Sami to the Little Sugar Loaf Mountain and they had confessed their feelings for one another; however, since they weren't able to celebrate it exactly to the day, the two opted to wait until the next available weekend and spent a Saturday morning trying to plan their momentous occasion.

"We could go see Star Wars," Finn suggested, and Sami laughed.

"Haven't you already seen it three times already?" Sami teased.

"Yes, but you haven't, AND we could go see it in IMAX!" Finn exclaimed.

"Finn, if you want to go see it, we'll go see it. Do you wanna go out to eat somewhere as well? Wait, is this turning into dinner and a movie?"

"Are we going on an actual date?!" Finn's voice continued to elevate, his excitement not even remotely contained, and Sami shrugged. They had already been on a few outings together since they became a couple, but none of them were a officially a date. Sami thought for a few minutes about Finn's interests, then pulled out his phone after he got an idea to confirm if it would be feasible; he smiled when the website he had loaded confirmed that it was.

"I guess, but...Finn, if we're doing that, I might have a better idea than Star Wars."

"Sami, there is literally no better idea than Star Wars."

"I know, but why don't we go see it next weekend? There's something that I'd really like to do with you instead, something a little more personal, if that's OK with you."

"More personal than Star Wars, which has a character named 'Finn' in it?"

"Please?"

"Alright, very well. We'll do your idea. Can we get sushi tonight, though?"

"That's fine."

Just before sundown they left the apartment and made their way to the surprise destination, which Finn was antsy to see if it could truly be on par with Star Wars. As they pulled up to a huge building with a large dome on the roof, Finn's expression gave away that yes, this was possibly better.

"Is this an observatory?"

"Better than that, it's an observatory AND a science museum AND a planetarium. You wanna know the best part?"

"It gets better?"

"It's an adults-only night. They only do this like twice a year, one of those times being in January."

"Sami, this is so thoughtful."

"I figured that it'd be something that you'd like."

"No, this is so nice. Why are you like this?"

Sami looked confused. "Finn, you brought me up a mountain in Ireland to tell me that you love me. This is something that's like a few miles down the road from us, we just happened upon a very fortunate coincidence that we wanted to go out on a night that we can go play with sweet science stuff and not deal with tripping over little kids. That is, unless you want to stay in the car all night instead of going inside, and we can do that as well if you really want, but it might be a little more fun in the big-ass museum."

"No way, let's go!"

One of Sami's favorite things was seeing Finn in his element, whether in the ring or engaged in a hobby, and their time in the museum did not disappoint. They bounced from exhibit to exhibit, taking dozens of selfies with the fossilized dinosaurs and fascinated by the live reptiles. The most time was spent in the space exhibit, and Sami suspected that Finn already knew about most of the trivia that was presented there, but the adoration in his eyes when he interacted with the displays, and the palpable enthusiasm when he presented knowledge that he had off hand and now had an appropriate venue to share it was everything.

"Am I being annoying?" Finn finally asked.

"No, not even a little bit. However, I think our show's about to start in a few minutes, maybe we should go over to the theater."

"Of course."

They entered the planetarium theater and took seats, laid back and set their attention on the domed screen above them. It was a typical exploration of the universe show that every grade-schooler ever had seen, but it gave Sami an existential crisis about how small and insignificant and meaningless he was. When Finn slipped his hand into Sami's, suddenly he remembered that he was on planet Earth and not traveling in the stars and knew that despite being a small spec of primordial dust in the grand scheme of things, the only thing that mattered in his universe at that moment was the person next to him.

Once the show concluded, they stopped into the observatory and waited their turn to look into the telescope. Sami ignored the various flyers that had been hung up and advertised the space they were in as a wedding venue, ignored the beautiful photography of tables with space themed centerpieces and twinkly lights, and ignored thinking about future possibilities when they had only just begun; Finn, however, was more than happy to point out what a cool place this would be to have a wedding, way cooler than what his sister recently held, and Sami burst out laughing.

"The pictures looked nice!" Sami remarked. "She looked beautiful. YOU looked very handsome."

"Sure, just like every other wedding. Nah, a museum would be the way to go. Much more fun, 100% more dinosaurs."

"Dinosaurs are definitely crucial to matrimony." Sami agreed.

Finally their turn, they stepped up to the platform and Sami insisted that Finn go first and watched the unguarded awe that he had so deeply fallen in love with over the past year.

"Sami, you gotta see this," Finn moved and beckoned him over after a few minutes of stargazing. Sami stepped forward and placed his face just where Finn's was, and marveled at the galaxies and nebulas, the planets and moons, the swirls of light and darkness and the very fabric of time and space itself. It was breathtaking.

"You know," Sami stepped away to give someone else a turn. "This world is already so big, and this universe...I can't even comprehend how massive it is. And somehow, despite all of that, you and I got to meet each other. That's bonkers."

As Sami started to walk towards the exit so that they could finally go get dinner, he noticed a lack of Finn by his side, so he turned around to check on him and never expected the sincere look of astonishment that he met with.

"Finn?" Sami asked, concerned and reached out to touch Finn's arm.

"Hm?" Finn shook his head. "Yeah, sorry. I…"

"C'mon, let's go get dinner. You're probably just hungry."

"Sure. OK."

The sushi restaurant that they settled on was a tiny, unassuming hole-in-the-wall that Finn insisted was the absolute best he had ever had outside of Japan itself, and that voucher was good enough for Sami. They were seated towards the back in a quiet corner, which Sami was thankful for since Finn still seemed a little off, and it gave them the opportunity for some rarely indulged in PDA. After the waitress took their orders, Sami mostly focusing on anything with spicy mayo and tempura in it and Finn picking a combo of pieces high in vegetable content and sashimi as well, he reached across the tables and took Finn's hands into his own.

"Is there a reason why you've been so quiet since we left?" Sami asked affectionately.

"I think I was a little overwhelmed. I've never been on a date like that."

"What, you mean like something fun?"

"Yeah, I guess. Something not typical. It was really nice of you to come up with that."

"That's what you're into, Finn, and it was something that both of us could enjoy. Now that I think about it, I don't know if I've ever had one like that, either, but I don't exactly date so I'm no expert."

"It was also what you said."

"What did I say?"

"About the chances of meeting each other because the universe is so big."

"Oh. Well I mean...isn't that lucky?" Their food finally arrived and they let go of each other's hands in anticipation. Sami split a pair of chopsticks while Finn poured some soy sauce into a small round dish and selected a piece with his fingers. "I guess that kind of sounded cheesy. I'm glad that it worked out like that, though."

"It was a lovely statement. Just caught me off guard." Finn dipped the sushi roll into the sauce and popped it into his mouth, then watched Sami for a moment. "You know that sushi's finger food, right?"

"Well it's a true statement." Sami looked up, a little mortified. "And no, I did not know that, but I got such a clean split with the chopsticks. Will they be offended if I eat them like this? Have I been offending people this entire time?"

"You're fine, enough people do it so despite being a faux pas, no one really cares. Except maybe the chefs, but we're far enough from the kitchen that they can't see you."

"Are you sure?!"

"Quite. You're fine, Sami. I'll use chopsticks as well if it'll make you feel better."

"No...I don't need them."

After dinner, they returned to Finn's apartment, where they had mostly stayed for the past week since Sami was weary about having people stay over for an extended period of time when his landlord started getting nosey about occupants after the post-op recovery. Not yet tired, they sat cuddled up on the couch, Finn's head in Sami's lap as some Sy-Fy original movie played on the TV. Originally, Sami's hand had been resting in Finn's hair, playing with the short strands or lightly rubbing his scalp, but somehow it had migrated near Finn's mouth and he felt a small kiss on one of his fingertips, which made him smile. There were a few more kisses, which were pleasant, but then Sami's index finger was drawn into Finn's mouth and he gently applied suction and pressed his tongue against the tip of it. Without looking or saying a word, Sami withdrew the finger that Finn was busy with and dangled another one nearby, and Finn rubbed his bottom lip teasingly against the pad before nibbling at it, purposefully keeping it out of his mouth. It was the small gust of breath that caused Sami to cave in and look down.

"Whatcha doing?" Sami asked, then sharply inhaled as Finn's tongue traced the entire finger and then started to suck on it.

"Thinking," Finn mumbled around the finger, now maneuvering it so that it bobbed in and out, and Sami sat mesmerized by this.

"About?"

"If perhaps you'd allow for me to try this out on other areas." Finn kept one eye locked on Sami, and pulled away from the finger with an audible wet smack, and it felt like all of the air was pulled out of the room along with it. Sami couldn't lie and say that he hadn't given what Finn was proposing a lot of thought recently, especially after seeing the evidence first hand that he was capable of turning on and finishing him off. The biggest insecurity that Sami had been dealing with until a few days ago was whether or not he could carry his own, to the point that he had been scared to fool around, scared that he'd lose it too early again and never be adequate, scared that he couldn't fulfill whatever Finn needed, even though Finn had said time and time again that their relationship wasn't about _that_. It didn't matter how much reassurance he got, he needed to know that he could give before he could take.

"Sami?" Came Finn's voice, breaking through the concentration.

"OK." Sami nodded, and Finn propped himself up.

"Yeah? You sure? I don't want to be-"

"You're not." It was Finn's turn to nod, and he slipped off of the sofa and onto the floor, in between Sami's knees.

"Can you scootch up a tad?" Finn requested and Sami complied, bringing his hips closer to the edge of the sofa, which allowed him to recline a little further back. The bottom of Sami's shirt was lifted, and Finn started to lovingly place kisses around the navel, then used his other hand to press his fingers against the front of Sami's jeans, causing him to go from semi-hard to a fully erect within seconds. Once Finn seemed satisfied with his actions, he undid the button, tugged on the zipper, and pulled Sami out of his pants in what seemed like one fluid motion; wasting no time, Finn had his tongue on the base of the shaft and outlined the vein all the way up to the tip. A hand was used to keep Sami's cock upright, and Finn focused on the head for a little while, flicking and swirling around it and causing Sami to choke back moans and pray that he wouldn't come right there.

"Sami," came a whisper, and Sami found the strength to pry open an eye and look down at Finn. "Eyes on me now."

"Mhm," was all that Sami could get out, both eyes now opened and locked with Finn's, before he was completely engulfed. "Ah FUCK."

It was so impossibly hot and wet and Sami wrapped his hands around Finn's head, trying to fight the instinct to buck his hips and held back by an arm any time every time that he attempted to; it was a taste of his own medicine from earlier. As Sami's breathing started to get more shallow, Finn stroked along the base with the hand that had been placed there, matching the internal rhythm that his head bobbed up and down to.

"F-Finn, Finn, I'm...I'm gonna," Sami panted out, and Finn's unblinking eyes met his, mouth latched on harder and hand pumped away faster. "FUCK."

After Sami finished, Finn stayed in his position for a while, eyes closed and seemed to be trying to figure out if the spasms were going to produce anything else. Feebly, Sami said, "I...I think I'm done."

Finn's eyes opened as he pulled his mouth off and swallowed, then replied with, "Yeah, me too."

At first Sami thought that meant "done with oral", but as he adjusted his position to sit up, he caught sight of Finn's undone pants and hand in his lap.

"You're gonna kill me," Sami groaned as he laid back again.

"Sorry mate, couldn't help myself. You looked so good," Finn chuckled as he grabbed a few tissues from the coffee table and wiped his hand off, then moved over to the bathroom to wash himself. Sami tucked himself back in and zipped his pants up, while Finn called through the door, "Bit of a voyeur, are ya?"

"No, at least I don't think so. You're just...I think I'm in disbelief that someone that looks like you thinks about someone as goofy as me like that."

"You're very attractive, Sami. Everything about you is," Finn said as he approached the sofa from behind and then leaned over the edge and wrapped his arms around Sami's shoulders. "But there's no shame in admitting that it's a turn on to turn someone on, either. To know that you're the reason that they had to submit to something so carnal and taboo."

"Well when you put it like that…"

"Maybe just a little bit?"

"Like the tiniest bit. Miniscule."

"You've got to want it more than that, mate." Finn grinned while Sami shuddered.

"Can we go cuddle in the bed now?"

"'Course."


	5. Chapter 5

The strangest part about being together in a relationship was that, aside a small handful of people, no one knew that it even existed. It wasn't that they were trying to keep what they had hidden, it was much more case of both men being very private individuals and preferred to keep unnecessary attention away. There were moments where all Sami wanted to do was sing his praises for Finn from the rooftops, but he was mostly content to cuddle with him inside on a rainy day instead, and maybe send out a vague Tweet on the side as well.

For the upcoming live tour, it proved to be a little difficult to keep their affection in check. Most of their co-workers chalked up how closely they sat together or their frequent contact or whispering and giggling to their well-known friendship, but as Finn napped on Sami's shoulder while they were hauled around in a tour bus somewhere in Wisconsin, he received a message from Bayley that read, "Hey, so I'm gonna leave this in your hands, but Carmella's DEFINITELY eyeing you two."

"Noted." Sami responded. Later, when it was dinner time and Sami and Finn joined Bayley, Carmella, Cass, and Enzo, during the inevitable peak of rowdiness in the conversation Sami reached over and laced his fingers with Finn's and winked at him. He looked up when he felt like he was being watched, his eyes met with Carmella's, and she mouthed the words "SHUT UP" to him. A smile crept over his face, he glanced over at Finn and then back at Carmella and nodded, and her face went from shock to pure jubilance.

"SAMI SAMI SAMI SAMI SAMI," came a text immediately after from her, followed by, "OH MY GOD. GET OUTTA HERE. OMG OMG OMG OMG. THAT IS SO CUTE. I AM GOING TO DIE RIGHT HERE RIGHT NOW!"

"Carmella, do not die right here right now that'd be rude we have a show coming up." Sami messaged back.

"SAMI!"

"Carmella!"

"OH MY GOD!"

"Right? We should probably stop texting while we're with company."

"Hey, what are you two giggling about?" Cass asked as he put an arm around Carmella's waist.

"Nothing, hun," Carmella put her phone down as she settled into Cass' side, and Finn looked over at Sami with a confused expression.

"Don't worry about it," Sami whispered and smiled reassuringly.

The first night in Milwaukee was electric, as live NXT shows tended to be, but Sami never in his wildest imagination would have imagined that Kevin would have shown up to berate him; in retrospect, it absolutely made sense because Kevin's anger drove his very core, and Sami was happy to deliver an especially hard kick to shut him up and send him off. He had been too wired from adrenaline to register the actions of that evening, and for the first time since Kevin debuted in NXT, Sami didn't have to fend off an anxiety attack from having to confront him. After the show, Finn checked on him several times, almost fretting over it, and Sami swore over and over that he was fine.

Their second night was in Green Bay, and Jason approached Sami about a quick change to the card.

"Hey kid, how'd you feel about going against Finn tonight? For the NXT title." He asked, and Sami just blinked.

"Seriously?!"

"Yeah, the crowd'll love it, you guys never got to have your rivalry."

"I'll do it! We'll do it!"

"Great. One more thing, Sami?"

"Sure, what's up?"

"You guys behave out there."

Sami nodded wordlessly, then hurried to the locker room to get changed. Did Jason know? Jason must know. How many people knew? As he pushed open the door and made a bee-line to his gym bag, he encountered Finn stripping himself of his pants and getting ready to change into his gear. He wanted to ask about whether or not Jason knew, but the locker room still had other occupants so he focused on pulling out his boots and pants and tried to ignore Finn's bare ass right behind him; when he couldn't resist sneaking a quick peak, he noticed that Finn had started to pull his wrestling trunks on without anything below them.

"Finn," Sami hissed, looking around to see if anyone had noticed, and thankfully they had not.

"Sami?" Finn turned around to look at Sami while he adjusted himself.

"Do you not wear underwear when you-"

"Nah, not usually. These've got a compression band stitched in," Finn responded so casually, and his facial expression transitioned from confusion to enlightenment to the most wicked grin that Sami had ever seen. "Is that alright with you, Mr. Zayn?"

"Yeah, no, it's great. I'm just gonna have to not have a hard-on the entire match," Sami whined, still keeping his voice as low as possible, and thankful that he packed a jockstrap with a cup. Once he was changed up, he stretched in preparation for the main event and was joined by Finn. "No, you go elsewhere."

"Sami, you don't have exclusive privileges about where you stretch; if anything, I have those privileges." Finn chided as he linked his fingers together and pushed his palms towards the ceiling, abdominal muscles now so impossibly taut and Sami couldn't stop looking over and staring no matter how loudly logic screamed not to at him. Sami considered himself to be a good, humble man that always tried his hardest, and he prayed to the heavens and earth itself that everyone else saw him that way and not how he was now, blatantly eyefucking the NXT champion in a foreign locker room. It figured that their first match together would be under these circumstances.

"I'm not gonna go easy on you," Finn had said before Sami's music hit, voice serious and sultry and made him almost miss his cue. As the challenger to the title, Sami's entrance was first, and he was more animated than his usual self, nerves on fire, overstimulated, and so alive. He entered the ring, took his place in the corner, and waited. The sudden quiet and darkness, followed by bright blue lights and smoke effects, signaled Finn's approach. Sami was transfixed as Finn's smoldering gaze that never faltered, always directed at him, daring him to try to look away. Every time that leather jacket was torn open to show off the title, it was a challenge on the little self-restraint that Sami had left on himself, and Finn would nod knowingly, like a sleek predator about to go in for the kill.

Sami couldn't even remember the bell ringing, but he remembered hitting the mat and getting pinned there, flailing and getting his shoulders up. There were too many rest holds to count, Finn's breath hot on the back of his neck, lips near his ear, taunting and titillating Sami like nothing he had ever experienced before. Moments when they'd lock up, when skin would make contact, Finn did absolutely everything to keep Sami defenseless and from getting airborne, sometimes even using a submission maneuver as an excuse to climb on top of him and then grind his hips ever so slightly, the very same that had only a single layer of fabric covering them at that moment. Everything about Finn was ruthless, and Sami weighed the consequences of shoving his tongue down his throat right there in front of everyone and using the excuse that it was to gain an advantage in the match.

In the end, Sami never stood a chance against Finn's dirty tactics, and couldn't even cry foul over them either. Instead, he found himself frustrated and flustered by everything that had just transpired, and quietly slunk away to take a shower as Finn addressed the audience. At that point, everybody had already taken off to go sign autographs and meet with fans, so Sami had privacy as he got undressed and picked a stall out to climb into. As he pulled the curtain closed behind him, he heard the door to the locker room swing open and then shut.

"Sami?" Came a familiar Irish accent. "You in here?"

Childishly, Sami debated not answering at all, but it only took mere seconds before guilt overcame him and he responded with, "Yeah, I'm about to clean up."

"Good idea."

The water was turned on, and as Sami poured handful of bodywash into his palm, the curtain was opened and Finn stood before him completely naked.

"What are you doing?!" Sami cried out in shock while Finn scurried in and closed the curtain, then lined the small shelf under the showerhead with a few travel sized bottles and settled under the water.

"Cleaning up." Finn responded matter-of-factly.

"Finn, we shouldn't-"

"Sami, it's OK, we're alone. If we keep quiet, we'll be fine."

"Alright," Sami sighed as he lathered up, not wanting to argue or cause a ruckus. For the first few minutes, they kept to themselves and handled their own grooming routines without paying the other any mind, but eventually Finn tapped a finger on Sami's wrist to get his attention.

"Turn around." Finn said softly.

"Why?" Sami raised an eyebrow.

"I wanna wash your back." Finn sounded so sweet and sincere, a polar opposite from his behavior out in the ring, and Sami wordlessly agreed to the request. He placed his hands on the tiling now in front of him to support himself, and Finn gently scrubbed away at the sweat and grime, intermittently rubbing areas that may have been sore, and planting a few butterfly kisses on Sami's spine. Just as Sami thought that he was finally done, Finn slipped his arms around his waist, and he felt the pressure of what must have been a forehead in the middle of his back.

"I'm sorry for being such a bastard out there," Finn mumbled, and it made Sami's shoulders slump.

"You didn't have to be," Sami retorted. "We could have just had a match without all of whatever that was."

"I know."

"I've wanted a match with you for so long. That's what I wanted before we even met. I was basically obsessed with getting that opportunity for a long time."

"I was worried that I wouldn't be able to compete with you at my best since we're...y'know, together. So I thought I'd make it interesting."

"I don't want interesting, I want you." Sami turned around, now face to face with Finn, beginning to forget what the context of what he had just said was. "I want to compete with you fairly, as a competitor, not as…"

"Lovers?" Finn offered. They didn't really have a word for it yet, aside 'together'. It was Finn's turn to sigh, and he dropped his arms. "Sami, I don't know if I can give you that right now. I'm sorry. Please don't be upset with me, I'm trying but it's not easy."

Sami couldn't tell what made his heart hurt more, the fact that Finn had just admitted that they couldn't have a legitimate match because they had fallen in love, or the pained expression on Finn's face when he had to admit that he couldn't live up to Sami's expectations. In that moment, wins and losses didn't matter, and Sami grabbed onto Finn and held him tightly while the water cascaded around both of them.

"I'm sorry, I didn't know. I'm sorry if I made you feel bad, I didn't mean to-"

"C'mon mate, don't do this. 'Sides, we're talking too much right now. Gotta keep it quiet, remember?"

Sami nodded and kissed Finn's forehead, then pressed his own against it, relishing the proximity and the silence. When Finn's arms snuck back around his waist, Sami thought it was simply to return the hug, but then he saw the edges of Finn's mouth turn upward while simultaneously experiencing a firm grasp on one side of his ass, he shot a glare at his assailant. Finn shrugged and grinned sheepishly, but squeezed hard for good measure, and Sami shook his head then kissed him right on the mouth. As Sami went in for a another kiss, Finn had latched onto his bottom lip and sucked on it, then playfully grazed against it with his teeth. The teasing continued, nibbling turned into bites and chills ran down Sami's spine as between that stimulation and feeling Finn getting hard in the space where their bodies pressed against one another. Eventually, Sami regained his lip and found an opening among Finn's bites, slipping his tongue into his scrappy significant other's mouth and receiving a content sigh in return.

Interested only in savoring these sensations for as long as possible, Sami deliberately set the pace to a slow one, playing tag with Finn's tongue as they darted in and out of one another's mouths, never staying still and granting the full contact that Finn craved. The pressure on Sami's rear increased, and he realized the Finn was using it as leverage to lean further into him and develop a steady rhythm in pursuit of more friction between their hips. Sami attempted to break away so that he could moan, but Finn freed up an arm and moved a hand behind his head in to keep it in place, stopping the kiss long enough to whisper "shhh".

There was a level of intimacy in the small shower stall that Sami found quite arousing, perhaps due to the forced closeness or the thrill of being caught; maybe it was due to the limited space only allowing for limited actions, thus there wasn't the need to reflect on the self-inflicted struggle of whether or not it was time to confront another boundary. Then again, sometimes it was nice to just make out. Sami felt the other hand leave his behind and run up his chest then down his stomach, and the sensation brought his erection what felt like a to a boiling point, and he frantically rubbed himself up against Finn.

The hand continued to move southward, and Sami felt fingertips at his hipbone and trailing his pubic hair. He opened his eyes and could see Finn looking at him, licking his lips and silently requesting Sami's permission for the next step. Barely audible, Sami said, "Please."

He gasped aloud as he felt Finn's erection firmly press against his own and fingers that wrapped around the both of them, languidly stroking up and down. To keep himself from causing anymore commotion, Sami sunk his teeth into the fleshiest part of Finn's shoulder, which in turn earned hushed expletives and whimpers and caused the speed of the caresses to vary. He lifted his mouth and moved it closer to the base of the neck, just barely applying pressure from his teeth there, then to test out a suspicion he dug his fingernails into Finn's back as well. Finn stopped moving his wrist altogether and squeezed hard, and it wasn't lost on Sami that their shower-antics had turned into a literal dick-pulling competition.

As senses further heightened, Sami joined his hand with Finn's and worked together with him to reach climax; while he was surprised that Finn was the first to come, the sight alone ensured that his own turn was only delayed by just a few mere seconds. They both breathed heavily and allowed the water to wash away the evidence of their actions, then giggled and kissed and giggled some more.

"We should probably get outta here," Sami commented just before Finn stole another kiss and smiled into it.

"Yeah, pretty much everyone should be gone at this point anyway," Finn turned the shower handle to the off position, then pulled the curtain back far enough so that he could peak out of it.

"Aw shit, did we miss the bus?"

"I told them not to wait up for us 'cos we were gonna go get a bite to eat. We'll just use Uber to get back. Anyway, coast is clear."

They exited the stall and quickly grabbed the pair of towels that were hung next to it. After drying off and getting dressed, Finn grabbed ahold of Sami's arm before they left the locker room.

"Look, I'm gonna warn you now, Jason's already talked to me and they're gonna want us to have another match in Chicago." Finn sounded so uncertain, and Sami could almost sense dread in his voice.

"That's fine," Sami took his hand into his own and held it. "Don't go easy on me again if you have to, I'll understand. There are things more important than work."

Finn nodded, not bothering to take his hand back from Sami. They stepped out into the now empty backstage area and headed towards the glowing exit sign.


End file.
